THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
neath which there protruded an occasional chart or
blueprint. Down the side of the wall were ranged
cars of every description, Morris-Cowleys, Lancias,
Citroens, Renaults. A place of honour was held by
a black, homely-looking vehicle, with whose outline
one was not unfamiliar. It bore the label: 'The
Fifteenth Million Ford/
We entered a smaller room. Here was the centre
of activities. I stood in the doorway, searching for
Ford himself. Ahl there he was. He was demon-
strating, with charming gravity, a step which was, I
believe, a favourite with our grandfathers, known as
the five-step. One glides, lifts the foot, brings it next
to the other foot, and slides again. Or if one doesn't
do that one does something very like it It is sur-
prisingly graceful, it arouses no illicit passions, and
it agitates the diaphragm sufficiently to give the
illusion, if not the reality, of exercise. And the music
was exquisite.
'I chose that violinist out of twenty-seven first-
class performers/ Ford said to me, later in the
evening.
'But it isn't difficult music -' I suggested.
*No. But the others hadn't got the spirit of it.
They played as though they were wanting to play
jazz/
'Where do you get the music?'
'I have a secretary who does nothing but look
after this band/
And he was off again, energetically pointing and
sliding. I rejoiced in his enthusiasm and picked up
a book from a pile which was lying by my side. It
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